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Notes from Daisy Bank LXXVIII 
Spring at last! The hellebores are looking 
magnificent, the daffodils are out and it's nearly 
time to get out there and start weeding. Not 
fond of weeding so we will put that off for as 
long as possible. I will find quite obscure and 
irrelevant excuses over the next few weeks and 
then by the end of the month will feel 
thoroughly ashamed at my cowardly laziness. I 
must make time to mulch the roses, whatever 
that is. 

Recently I suffered a mild bout of malaria which 
always sets me back for a few weeks so this time 
I can really justify my inactivity. I have always 
been pretty strong but after a bout of that it 
takes me several weeks to get back to normal. 

I picked it up in some godforsaken place in the 
hot countries in my early twenties and every 
four or five years it will rear its ugly head and 
remind me of my own mortality. When I am old 
and frail, which is hopefully still some way off, it 
will, I suppose, be the death of me. 

But what a way to go. So many boring things to 
die of these days. Somehow, malaria has an 
almost romantic connotation to it. Famous 
writers and explorers have succumbed to it and 
of course the great renaissance painter 
Caravagio is supposed to have died of it after a 
journey through the Roman marshes. I would 
be in very good company. 

Wonderful England are in the ascendancy and 
will be able to give the All Blacks a good game 
when they next meet. I remember an England 
tour of New Zealand in the nineties when B 
happened to be there staying in Christchurch 

with a friend's family. The man of the house was 
quite a famous sports journalist and went on 
most of the Black tours. 

Anyway, after I had finished chatting to B, he 
came on the 'phone and we had five minutes 
discussing rugby and the chances of England 
winning, which were pretty remote in those 
days. I've lost touch with him now but would be 
very interested to hear his comments on the 
current English team and their chances against 
the all powerful Blacks. 

Meanwhile, Daisy Bank is gearing itself up for the 
holiday makers and visitors to our unique part 
of Blythburgh. Maybe even some punters will 
visit Fern Gallery and buy the odd picture. Since 
stopping painting, the gallery is looking a bit bare 
and instead of pies piled up against the walls, it's 
beginning to look a bit more minimal. 

When they've all gone perhaps I can think of 
another use for the space which, as sheds go, is 
quite substantial. Turn it into a cattery which 
was the original idea to escape from gainful 
employment. 

No perhaps not. We love cats but all that 
responsibility for other people's animals is not 
attractive any more. Perhaps a collection of 
Ferns? 

Hey ho, summer is coming and there's 
everything to look forward to: Pimms in the 
garden, sitting in the sun and the odd gin and 
tonic thrown in for good measure. Got to keep 
the quinine intake up to protect me from the 
dreaded malady. What, I ask you, could be 
better than that? 

Paul Bennett 

A date for your diary: The annual meeting of Blythburgh with 

Bulcamp and Hinton Parish Council will be in the village hall on 
Tuesday May 16 at 7.30pm with the public forum at 7.15. 
Everybody is welcome to have their say. The annual village 
meeting is on Friday 19 May at 7pm when the Villager of the Year 
will be announced. 


